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Courts and residences for state officials. Its ruler,
a Sikh, as generous as enlightened, has even pro-
vided his subjects with Hindu and Moslem temples.
But, as in a small-scale model we never find the
actual materials intended to be used in the full-
blown edifice, so here the temples and other build-
ings are in ordinary stone or tinted stucco. The
colour-schemes are admirably composed, and, when
the time comes for rebuilding in more durable
materials, the model should be scrupulously followed
as to the choice of marbles and mosaics.
As yet (the present state of things is, I suppose,
provisional) Kapurthala is no more than a working-
plan due to the architectural genius of a ruler who
with unfailing taste appreciates the best in European
art; a paragon of all that the small capital of a
relatively new state should be.
Such as it is, the general effect is charming. The
traveller has but to disregard the costumes of the
townsfolk to believe himself— as I believed through-
out my stay and, above all, on that rainy morning
—at a delightful French chateau surrounded by
large gardens and handsome forests, with a little
village at the park gates, and near by some of those
small pink villas, with tiny gardens back-and-front,
to which Parisians resort during the summer months.
And, at dinner with his host, our traveller's illusion
would persist, what with dishes to delight a gour-
met's palate, wines of the finest vintages and con-
versations carried on in French, sparkling with wit
and geniality. And, to complete the picture, he
would be waited on by smiling and attentive servi-
tors wearing a sober livery.
Gifted with exquisite jfozawg and vastly cultured, the
Prince has dowered his little state with an atmo-
sphere of refinement, elegance and good taste, mani-

